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B Nor do I Brave Adolphus Celebrate 
Full of Extaric Valour out of Breath, 
 Laat Nobly Conquering Triumph'd aftc.r Death : 
But that great Hero, who ſurpailes far 
Him, wao was ſtyl'd che Thunder-bolt of War. 
Recovering drooping, Europe, makes War ceas, 
Healing its Bloody Wounds with Balms of Peace. 
"The Giirtering Macedonian Swords and Shields 
Struck mighty Terror #hro the Perſian Fields, 
Derins © Alexander tairty yiclds. 


1 Sing rot Hannibal';, nor Ce{ar's Fate, 


"Ihe Heavenly Hoſts, that doaffiſt you ſtill, 

-O may tacic Guardian Angels guide my Q1i1l, 

nd claip me with their VVings ic endleſs Fame, 
vreat Monarch, whillt I have You for my Theam 
Whom by Philoſophy we truly call 

Tine Worlds great Genius, Univerſal Soul. 

'Your brave Heroic Afts, and Nafau's Name 

Are fl:4 through th Earth, on tit airy wings of Fame; 
Fame, whici alino” ſhe darcs fom Kings beiie, 
Yer cares nor, can't bely your Majeity, 

As &= ho2vond Poctic Flattery. 

For the imperial Czar of Muſcry 

. Pays Ciu1l H-GBagc to your Majeity Z 

As Sha; ects Ambirion led her on, 

To xpav a V Lic to great 59:omors 


Ye almoit {c.rc You to our Reicue came,) 
To ta Roman Eagle as a Prey became, 
Our Beiplets, Hopelets, Forlorn Caſe did ſhew 
Notning was vanting but tke Murthering blow. 
Som Mcn © adore thoſe Crocediles were free, 
VWuaoſe Lears vere falle as their Hypocryſie. 
fiſtres {w*r, and Bluſhing vail'd her Had, 
:1 he Goddets tigh'd, and then away ſhe fled. 
Upitarc Agyptian Gods, (like Waſps or Bees) 
Did (tiag and plague us with their Prodigies. 
When You, our great Apoth, would appear, 
Theſe Locuſts fled away in leſs then half a Year. 
Conſcious of their own Guilt, without delay, 
(Like crawling Vermincs) ſhly ſneakt away. 
 Ason the Womb o'tl? uncrezted Maſs, 
Thick Darkneſs fat, Huddled in heaps, as twas, 
THI Lighr appear*d, chaC'd it away, to ſhew 
Nothing ſo Welcom as it ſelf, but You. 
So Heaven on us with Storms and anger frown'd, 
| And Floods of Woes our Iflandalmoſt drownd, 
As Sinking Boats, t eſcape we ſtriv'd in vain, 
From the profound Embraces of the Main. 
Till your Victorious Hand the Scepter bore, 
And (Great Di&ator) did our Peace reſtore, 
And 'Stabliſh'd us more firmly than before. 


Cowards do dread the Grim, Pale Face of Death, 
Who foil'd by't, are but ſqueezed our of Breath, 
You took delight in Trumper's Martial Sounds, 

' More then the Mutiic of the Horn and Hounds , 
Whilſt 5ou purſu'd your Foes, 2 nobler Chaſe, 
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y Your Royal Sout was wing'd in Honours Race. 
4. In Onſers Perce, in your Encounters Brave, 
Potent t* qrecome, moſt Merciful to fave. 
You, ſecond Scanderbeg, for ray oh good, 
| Fearleſs in many dreadful Battles ſtood; 
j Undaunted, undiſmay'd, You, You it was 
|  Out-dar'd the Thunder bf the roaring Braſs; 
| Made Death to Tremble, made your Foes to fly, 
Som proſtrate Vaſſals at your Feet did ly, 
Whilſt Thouſands did yicld up the Ghoſt, and dy. 


wt Wars are made, to make unjuſt Wars ceas, 

| King William's War was thus the mcans of Peace. 
Somtimes the meſt ungrateful Diſcords throng, 
And tune themſelves into the {ſweeteſt Song. 

<* So broken Bones being heal'd, becom more found, 
* And Hydra ſtronger from its fruitful Wound, 


If Death be ſweet by fighting for our King, 

If to be Conquer?®d be a noble Thing? 

To Live, how joyful is it 2 Can there be 

A greater Honour then in Victory * 

For in the higheſt Tew'ring flight of Kings, 

Both Victory and Triumph are the Wings, 

By which they mount to Heaven; and *tis this 

That is their proper Apotheoſis. 

| 'T wixt God and Kings this is the greateſt Odds, 

| God an immortal King, Kings Mortal Gods. 
My Soul I vote unto the Deity, 

And to your Majeſty my Loyalty. 


All Joy to Ceſar, Loyaliſts begin 

To play upon the Harp and Violin. 

We rock each Sieepie through the Land, tor now 
Englands a Ringing Iſland, 'caus of you. 

Loud Acclaniations meet you every where, 

Vollics of Huzza?s Eccho in the Air. 

Hail King Triumphant! Glorious, Great and Good ; 
You hear the natural Muſic of the Wood. 

| The Trumpets clangor, and Drums loudly beat, 
From Mars his Field the Souldicrs now Retreat. 


| And Cannon's loud Report fo rends the SRvy, 
\ That chirping Birds drop dowp as they do tiy, 
| W hich Surfeit with exceſs of Joy, and dyc. : 
| & $9 Rivers loſe themſelves, when ſwoln too high, 
q--| « And in their Union with the Ocean dyc. 


Huſh'd in a bliſsful Peace, ſecure we ſlcep, 
Our Guardian Angels conſtant Watch do keep. 
Our por dearny Tranſcendenr Joy does prove 
Our Church Below, Triumphaat ; as Abovec. 


Five le Roy, Traitors to Hell are ſenr, 

| If their Repentance may not it prevent. 
Ler not the Feet againſt the Head rebe 

| So Lacifer (by Pride) from Heaven fell, 
To bea Devil in the Pit of Hell. 
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Py Prinred by Bradford in Little Britain over againſt the Pump. 1697. 


